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titions which they have not comprehended. The body can
only repeat, and with the years the repetition becomes weaker
and weaker: discovery belongs to the mind. Only in the mind,
if it is well trained, is there no repetition. As our bodies dis-
integrate and if we are wise, we cultivate our minds, abandon-
ing the fertile earth of our youth for the aesthetic acidity of the
soul. The strong body and strong mind are rarely found to-
gether, since they are in opposition and mutually destructive.
When the nut-milk is gone, we polish and carve the husk into
little ornaments. In youth the bedroom/ he said. eln age the
study.3 He laughed softly.
elt seems inevitable that we should talk of women,' he said
to Wilson. c If you were an Englishman, you would say it was
because we are foreigners,' he said, 'But you are an American
and therefore more open-minded. You are the only Eu-
ropeans. Europeans in Europe arc French, German, English,
Spanish. In America these strains arc blended* America is
the proof of Europe, of a world civilization and culture.9 He
raised his hands and examined his fingers. He held his hands
palm side up, then he turned them over. The cuffs of his white
shirt were frayed. He looked at them with annoyance: first
one and then the other. He wiped his forehead with a red silk
handkerchief, and said, clt is hard to live without a woman and
remain neat.'
'I have two women, and I am never neat,' Sebastian spoke
seriously. 'No woman could keep me neat. They have tried.
Clean, yes, I like to be clean, but not neat Neatness is bour-
geois. It is without profundity. I spit upon it All the same,
it would be better if there was no woman here.'
'There are no women here, Sebastian. And if you mean
Olga/ Channel said, el like to watch her. She is very grace-
ful.'
cShe disturbs me. A woman has no place in Equatorial
Africa.'
cAnd have we?' Channel asked.   He answered himself.